DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
Then came the awful ordeal — the technical examination.
This time I was stumped; I had not learned the answers parrot-
wise. As soon as the examiner began I saw there was only one
thing for it — to pretend ignorance of German, Once he got me
pinned down to differentials and carburettors I was done. So I
looked blank and wrinkled my forehead and shook my head
.and in the end he gave it up and said, 'Let's go out and drive a
bit5, and then all was well, because in actual driving I understood
The Little Rocket perfectly, and I got my ticket.
The Little Rocket and I, we had our great moments, when we
held the public gaze. We appeared in print and in pictures, on
the occasion when the brakes failed and I rammed another car
from behind. But even more public notoriety came our way one
unforgettable day in the Ringstrasse, Vienna's main thorough-
fare.
A day or two before, while I was driving a friend about, I
backed into a parking place without noticing that a lamp-post
was there and hit it a fairly good thwack. But I thought no more
about it and did not notice that the trunk built on The Little
Rocket behind was badly damaged.
Then, driving down the Ringstrasse that famous day, I heard
strange noises and saw grinning faces and gesticulating people
and turned round to find that the trunk had fallen off and had
strewn its contents along the Ringstrasse for about a hundred
yards. It was midday, when the Ringstrasse is most crowded.
The contents of that trunk were, on a large scale, like the
contents of a schoolboy's pocket. There were odd tools, old news-
papers, an empty petrol can, an ancient raincoat, two candles,
rusty snow-chains which I had once bought but never used, some
long-forgotten sandwiches, and a bottle, now broken. They lay in
a long line along the Ringstrasse, with the oncoming traffic
playing in-and-out with them, policemen putting on their what's-
all-this-'ere-about faces. The collection of these things was one of
the most unpleasant tasks I ever had.
The Little Rocket now looked in a very bad way. It had a
fabric-covered body* and this is not good fe»r a car that has to sro
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